Swift we are vanished, forgotten;

Yet by Thy grace, for Thy glory,

We, the work of Thy hands,

Have been,

Have looked forth thus on Thy goodly world,

Have grasped in our hands past and future,

Have held them defenceless beneath our sway,

Have exulted in sunlight and mountains and seas,

Have stood here erect, in the keen swift wind of eternity:

Thus standing erect on the crest of the wave,
Soon to be whelmed and gone,

We salute Thee, our God, and we give Thee thanks for
our being.

OHOLY Light of God,
Shining from the beginning,
Guiding our race upwards from the brute,
Ever radiant through despair and death,
Ever undimrned and splendid in the darkness,
Shine Thou to-day in this dark heart of mine.

O holy Love of God,

Perfectly revealed,

Incarnate in this human flesh,

Dying for our life,

Suffering eternally our pain and grief,

Striving eternally for our perfection,

Work Thou to-day in this weak heart of mine,
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